THE SCENE IS CHANGED

Fabians. By no means lastly, but outstandingly, there was
Nietzsche ; and I confess that for a while Thus Spake Zara-
thustra and The Birth of Tragedy, both read in the lyrical
German, were like an Old and New Testament.
Nothing could witness my abandonment of science better
than this miscellaneous yielding to mental avidity, sensi-
bility, defiance, eroticism and literary conceit. The drama
of my own private stage ousted all actual theatre interest for
a while ; and it was certainly more exciting than anything
I could hope to see in the town theatre of Zurich, whose
notion of modernity was to play some Russian social drama
by Tolstoy or Gorky four times a week. (The work of
Chekhov was still unknown.) I learnt nothing new about
the stage or contemporary drama during many months
spent in the German-Swiss city ; but on the strength of my
published articles the university allowed me to give short
extension lectures to evening students on English life and
letters. The subjects ranged from Elizabethan tragedy to
the woman suffrage movement; the language was German
but Socratic conversations followed in French and English ;
and since I learnt as much as my listeners the hours were far
from wasted. They helped me to gather up and formulate
the results of much seeing, thinking and -reading ; and this
was useful now that the time drew nearer for a return to
England.
By the middle of a second summer I was back in London,
wondering why the place had changed so little when I had
changed so much, or thought so. A. R. Orage's weekly
review The New Age, which I had read before and during
my time abroad, was still appearing with shrewd notes of
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